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Discussion 


Author's Notes: 
How is it, that after finishing with one plot-bumy and story, an off-spring often comes hopping along? And 
yes, character ambiguity 


Door shut and quietly locked, Jens turned his gaze to the other man heading straight into the kitchen. A 
cupboard was opened, followed by the faint hum of the fridge, serving well to cover up his sigh. 


Determined strides brought him to the threshold just as he stepped back out, two full glasses in hand. Keeping 
his arms crossed, shaking his head, Jens refused the offered drink. 


He cocked his head, watching Jens’ move into the next room, all rigid lines and steps. "Is something wrong?" 


Felix rolled his eyes, but didn't lessen his glare. "Just a litle." 


Felix could see the cogs and wheels pause behind twisted lips, the mechanics slowly gearing into reverse. 
Recollections of the day played out, but judging by the blank look no hint of what the problem could be was 
found. "Why?" 


Felix lifted his head from the back of the couch to take in the shifting feet across from him. With a derisive 
laugh he looked away, pointedly ignoring the next question 


"What?" 


Jens' arms fell to his side with an heavy breath. "You know exactly what." 


He slowly shook his head, careful to not take his eyes off the other man. "I probably do, but l'm going to need 


a hint or two to remember exactly what." 
The apologetic smile only pushed him closer to the edge. Confusion or innocence, feigned or not, it didn't calm, 


instead it continued to provoke. Fingers tensing along with his arms, Jens continued to stare, lowering his voice. 
"You kissed him." 


His throat worked, and something of a squeak sounded despite the tightly pressed lips. He covered his mouth, 
facial muscles working. Felix sat up straight, studying the expressions that flickered behind the hand, familiar 
enough that they made his mood sink further. "Stop smiling." 
His contrite look was destroyed by another laugh. "I'm not-" 


"You are," Felix countered, eyes narrowed. 


A laugh and a grin later, fingers smoothed his face into some semblance of seriousness. "You have nothing to 


worry about, it was only a joke.” 


* 


Thoroughly unimpressed Jens turned away, attempting to leave the room, but voice and footsteps followed. "It 


was just an act for the camera, it didn't mean anything to us.” 
"If it meant nothing, you wouldn't have done it." 
Hurrying to catch up, stepping past to spin around and face Jens, he raised his hands in a placating gesture. He 


almost touched Jens’ shoulders, but halted, seeing that the gesture wouldn't be appreciated. "We don't feel that 


way for one another, at all." 


| was goofing around for the camera, which | always do whenever | have one on my face." Reassuring for all 
his worth, it had no effect on Felix, who continued to ignore him. Exasperated on the inside, persistent on the 


outside, he sat down on the couch beside him. 


Flinching from the fingers that reached for his hair, Felix looked at him before turning his gaze back on the 


black screen of the television "Does he know that?" 


A smile pulled at his lips, realising. 


Blinking once then twice, he firmly closed his mouth, his eyelids nearly sinking shut. 
Jens quietly delighted behind his calm expression. "Starting to have your doubts?" 


"Not in the way you think" A curious hesitation separated the words, a silent deliberation, causing Jens’ 


pleasure to pause and make his own considerations. "I don't doubt him.." 
Jens couldn't gauge his thoughts, not when his gaze was still averted. "Then about who?" 


He lifted his chin after several seconds, slowly piecing together suspicions. "You." 


He didn't attempt to hide his laugh this time, or his smile as Felix watched his reflection in the television "You 


are unbelievable!" 
Not liking his tone at all, Felix prepared his best glare and turned to fix the full force of it on him. Any 
attempts to silence, cow him into something resembling respect, failed as he continued to laugh. "What's so 


amusing? 


Wiping his thumb over his eyes, he pressed his other hand over his stomach, pushing down his laughter. "You 


and your jealousy!" 


There was no amusement, just a knowing look that Jens quickly countered. "I am not jealous." 


He was just as fast to speak. "You don't like it either." 


"Do you expect me to?" Jens shook his head. "You kissed him." 
"I kissed him on the cheek, it was innocent" His honest face lasted for only a few seconds, another truth 


appearing in his mind, provoking a wicked smile. "Okay, not innocent, but it was an accident. Friends don't kiss one 


another like that." 


"| was going to kiss his cheek, but he moved at the last minute." He nuzzled into Felix's shoulder, but the 
silence he found prised more words out. "It's not like we were groping one another." 


"If we weren't in the room.." Felix murmured. 


| might have squeezed-" The shrug of his pillow and an elbow to his stomach forced him to the floor. "Hey, 


you were the one who suggested it!" 


Felix loomed over him. "But you mentioned the groping, you were thinking it!" 


'It was only a kiss!" Nose wrinkling in indignation he frowned as Jens stalked away again. "A kiss | never wanted 


in comparison to the hundreds you always wanted from him!" 
He clapped his palm to his mouth too late; Jens froze at the front door, slowly turning to set piercing green 


eyes on him. "What did you say?" Shrinking away he held his head firm, eyes wide. Crossing the room 
effortlessly Jens snatched his wrist, prying hand and fingers away. "Say that again" 


His head spun with the sudden upwards yank, words tumbling out. "When you look at a person as long as 
you've looked at him, looking at him in that way that you looked at him, its easy enough to know what that 
look means." 

"What does it mean?" Felix's knuckles dug deeper in the shirt, pulling their faces closer together. 


"You-" He struggled with Felix's fingers to no avail. "Wanted - him." 


"It meant | knew what it was like to want something unreachable," Felix corrected. 


Jens looked him straight in the eyes, struggling to ignore guilt and focus on telling the truth. "Wanting 
something and getting something are two different things." 


"What about getting second best?" His face paled as Jens flushed "That's not the answer | want." 


He tried to slip away, but Jens wouldn't let him, holding tight. "| thought | wanted him, but | was wrong. He and 
| have something, but it's not love." 


Vindictiveness flashed briefly through humiliation “That looks like a recurring trend for you." 


* 


"So what is it, is there something you can't reach? Am | blocking your way?" Finally freeing his shirt from 
Felix's grip, he stepped back, lifted his chin. 


"The only person reaching for anything is you, and you're grabbing the wrong idea" He smirked down at the 
other man. "You never grab the right things." 


Switching the manhandling to Felix's shirt he glared up. "The next time I'm imagining grabbing him, I'll actually do 
it" 


Felix shoved him down on the couch, no time to blink. 


Darts of pain flickered to numbness over hand and fingers. "Let go of me." 


"You aren't listening to me, there's nothing going on between us." A low laugh, derisive, didn't help with Jens’ 


case. "Nothing happened, nothing will happen - | don't want him that way-" 


"Yet you didn't believe me when | said the same thing." Twisting his lips together, gathering remnants of dignity 
together, he breathed in deeply. "You expect me to believe you?" 


Pulling him hard against him, Jens nodded firmly. "I'll make you." 

* 

His pulse took to flight as Felix's teeth released his neck He planned to use his freed hands to advantage, but 
no such luck; Felix pulled his shirt over his head, but left it twisted around his arms, trapped against his back. 
"Felix, what-" 


Felix grinned as he continued to struggle. "No hands for you, no reaching, no grabbing." 


Blinking indignantly, he yelped (much to his denial) as Felix worked at his zipper. "No fair!" 


"Fair? No. Retribution?" Jeans hit the floor. "Definitely." 


* 


Jens pulled back, mouth hovering over his still tight lips. They only parted when he drew back further. "Where 
words fail, you think a kiss can make it all better?" 


Fighting to keep his expression cool, Jens voice fell cold. "Considering that one kiss ruined the day for several 


people, | was thinking too optimistically.’ 


"And we're back to accusations." He narrowed his eyes, tried to pull away from Jens, but he continued to hold 


tight. Frustrated, his voice rose. "What do you want from me?" 


Bare from the waist down, he muttered annoyed and lusty curses under his breath. Damn drummers and their 
hands, and their innate ability to get their whole body working in tandem to dizzying beats. He screwed his eyes 
shut, the discomfort in his arms long forgotten. "Felix - oh yeah." 


Felix licked across his nape, smirking into the skin. "The next time you're thinking of groping someone else." He 


shifted his hips the last bit to bury himself all the way in. "Think of this instead." 


* 


‘| want you to understand-" Jens stepped nearer as he stepped back. "He's not here; there's nothing between 


you and him, or me and him." 
"He never was here." He bowed his head, face shading with embarrassment. "Despite what | thought" 


"I thought the same thing too." Jens eased his hand away, sliding fingertips to his face; their eyes met, 
cautious but not looking away. "But it's just us now, right here?" 


With a nod, his hot cheek pressed flush against fingers. "That's.. what | want." 


Tobi glanced around the studio, keeping an eye out for wandering band mates. After the morring they had, 
everyone watching one another in all attempts at being subtle, and hardly succeeding, people should have still 
been around in their not-quite hovering ways. As it was though, no one else was in sight. No sound directors, 


no technicians, no band-mates - aside from him and Eggi. 


Taking one last glance around, assuring that they really were alone, he crept closer to the bassist, lowering his 


voice. "About yesterday.. we're good, right?" 


Eggi looked up from the sheet music he had been reading, ideas scratched in and out as was want in the 
margins. A flicker of something almost resembling alarm crossed his face, quickly replaced by a reassuring bob 


of his head. "Of course." 


A weight was lifted off his chest; breathing easily, he laughed, running his hand through his hair. "So if we 
want to get up to that again-" 


Any other day he would have laughed, nodding with an eager grin, instead his eyes widened and his thoughts 
jumped immediately to the warmth that he woke up to that morning, Jens! arm snug around him, moving only 


as its hand thought of better things to do. "Are you out of your mind?" 


He would have pouted, but his backside chose that moment to flare in pain, as though Felix could see and hear 
his thoughts. Suitably chastised Tobi winced. "Yeah, | obviously am. That's a bad idea of mine." He racked his 
brain, trying to determine if last night's activities had knocked anything loose. That would explain why his head 


decided the idea was a brilliant suggestion to make. 


Finished with his inner searching, he opened his mouth to apologise, but found the room empty. Eggi and his 


papers were gone, for how long he couldn't think- 


Another pang, shooting up into his lower back, and he didn’t just shove the thoughts away, but he locked them 


in a box, kicking them into the depths of a closet, never to be seen again 


Where did Felix say he was off to again? 


